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* THE LUCKY ONE
TALKS ABOUT
RUDY"

Mrs. Valentino Explains to a
Curious World How She

ber issue of
the Photoplay
Magasine
*Natacha Ram-
bovo seems to
belong most to
me, the indl
vidual I think
I am, but, of
course, 1
wasn't borm
Z777 7 8 that way.
When 1 went into the Russian
Ballet, though, 1 had to have a
Russian name. That way just after
my course at art school in Paris,
and 1 was seventeen, and I'have
been using that name ever since. 1
speak Russian and all that is Rus
slan appeals to me, and, moreover,
that is what Rudy calls me.” b

Her eyes soften when she speaks
of him, and yet she refuses to be
romantic about it.

“It wasn't love at first sight.”
she says. “I think it was good
comradeship more 'than anything
else, We were both very lonely,
but we had known each other more
than six months before we became
at all interested in each other. 1
was working for Nazimova and
Rudy was working on 'The Four
Horsemen." 1 saw him occasion-
ally and felt a bit sorry for him,
because he seemed always 1o be
apart by hi_mself.

“Yoy don't know Rudy when he
works. He sees nothing and thinks
nothing and does nothing but live
the charactcr he is portraying. As
the first of hi# work in the ‘Four
Horsemen® wasa finished and the
officials saw it, his name began
to mean something. They began
to talk about him'and tell weird
stories about his fascination for
women and perhaps that was what
piqued my interest. What 1
couldn‘t figure out was, how any
one could be the villainous person

. he was reputed to be and yet be
home In a tiny room every night
by about 9 o'clock and on the lot
each morning all ready for work
before anvone else had’ even wr-
rived. Still, I never really talked
to him until we began to work on
*Camille. Then his work began
to interest me. There is really
pothing sophisticated or seductive

about Rudy, whatsoever. It's liki‘:.
my drawings. I am perfectly
willing to admit that they are

morbid, yet I am the most prosaic
of human beings.

“Now Rudy has a personality
that comes out on the screen
which Is entirely different from

the Rudy I know. Yet 1 believe
it is part of him as the exotic
quality In my sketches is part of
me. But basically he i=s just a 1it-
tle boy. Things hurt him as they
would hurt a child and he is quite
as emotional. Also he is just as
spontaneous and trustful. Yet with
all that there is a remarkable
matter-of-factness about him and
sincerity. He is the most sincere
person I have ever known.”

Natacha was trying very hard
to be coldly analytical about this
young lover of hersy; but she
wasn't succeeding very well. Every
time she spoke of him the color
rose in her white cheeks delight-
fully, ¢

“When we did discover we wers
In love,” she confessed, “we had
it all planned that we would wait
& year until Rudy's divorce was
final. But I knew nothing about
divorces and nelther did he. They
are so different everywhere and
we really thought he was divorced
and that he had received his decree
or whatever it was, and thought it
was only some State law that kept
us from marrying. So on May 14,
1922, we went down to Palm
Eprings on a party. It was fear-
fully respectable. Everyone we
knew was there and we had no
thought of being married at that
time.

“But someons, I don't remem-
ber who, suggested that we go
over to Mexico and be married.
Beveral couples we knew had
done the same thing before un-
der similar circumstances but we
had to be the ones who did it
once too often. If Rudy hadn't
been Rudy they wouldn't have
jumped on us. Fame Is like a
giant x-ray. Once you are ex-
posed beneath It the very beat-
ings of your heart are shown to
a gaping world.

“ITl confess it is rather fun
being courted by your own hus-
Band. We go cut for dinner and
the theater together nearly every
evening and then he biings me
back to my hotel and down in
the lobby he bows formally over
my hand and I equally proper,
bid him good-night and stand
to watch him until he disappears
out of sight on his way back to
his bhotel™
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NE of the most beautiful scenes

in “When Knighthood Was in
Flower,” the Cosmopolitan Produe-
tion starring Marion Davies, which
left Loew’s Columbia yesterday,
after a notable run, and which has
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is the garden party at the Court
of old King Louis XII of France.
Marion Davies, who, as Princess
Mary Tudor, becomes the bride of

BRSNS Yada Ly

""_establlshed a record for the won- t the aged-Freﬁch monarch, insists on
derful artistry of its settings,

playing blind man’s buff. King
Louis, portrayed by William Norris,
tries his best to assume the spright-
ly airs of youth. Robert G. Vignola
directed the picture.

TOO MUCH OBSCENITY IN MODERN PLAYS, OBSERVES ALAN DALE |

By ALAN DALE,
“LET‘S play at saying bad

words,” used to be a some-

what popular game with
naughty little boys. One would
utter some particularly unparlia-
interjection, discovered
perchance in the gutter, and an-
other would murmur some juve-
nile ohacenity that happened to of-
fer opportunities for uhoc"l;:, This
would continue untd the youths
rescued by Indignant rel-

mentary

wWere
atives.
The present trend of plays re-
minds me of that cute little game,
Situations are scarce, sfories are
difficult to find,
acters are not to be had for the
asking, but

and new char.
“cuss” words are
They change in fash-
ion and style and -significance
very frequently and can invariably
be relied upon to afford “shock” to
thgge who like It.

“Let's play at writing bad
words" ia the adwit form of the
entertainment we used to savor
in our young days. The drama
offers fine opportunities for ob-
scenity of language, and that this
sort of thing succeeds ls certain.
Words that one never hears on
the stage are used with Im-
punity. Phrases that the re.
viewer can only Indicate by dashes
are hurled by one 'character
at another, and the audience goes
home delighted with the game of
“writing bad words." It seems to
be wvery fascinating and shud-
der'y, and—really in these dayg
of overdone drama it ls a neat
way out of the difficulty. One
can always listen to the garbage
speech of the slums - and the
streets In general, improve upom

nunferous.

,
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it slightly and—then dramatize it

The play at Maxine Elliott's
Theater entitled “Rain” |s a game
of “writing bad words” and get-
ting them spoken by an actress
who has always been associated
with a Leertain reflnement of die-
tion. This, of course, makes the
game all the more thrillTng. Cuss
words spoken by those who look
as though they would come *“nat-
ural” would not be very stimulat-
ing. But uttered by a woman
who suggests something far dif-
ferent they titillate. You all re-
member Bernard Shaw's “Pygma-
lion" and the "sensation" Mrs.
Patrick Campbell made when she
uttered the English expression
“bloody."

This one word made the play.
People used to go two or three
times to see “Pygmallon” just to
hear Mrs. Campbell spea.ﬂ the
word that one usually listens to
when exclaimed by the eloquent
London “eabby.” Had the ex-
pression been used by some cock-
ney characters nobody would

" have pald the slightest attention

to it, but spoken by Mrs. Pat-
rick Campbell it was highly sig-
nificant.

In “Rain”™ Jeanne Eagels, as
a lady of speckled virtue, has
varfous ecenes with a minister
of the gospel and it Is he to
whom she turns in her moments
of indignation with torrents of in-
vective and gutter slangh

At the close of one act, when the
Rev. Alfre} Davison has com-
plained_ to the governor of Tu-
tuila Island, In the Bouth Seas,
and asked that the scarlet woman
be deported, she assails him with
her vocabulary of ohlce'nlty.
‘Word# that the critic could merely
intimate were hurled at the min-
ister. Expressions that one would
hesitate to read aloud were spoken
with & vehemence—and this -kind
of “sensation” was what “Rain”
had to rely upon exclusively,

It seeams.easy. . Of course, it
-

4 18 easy. One can always “play at 4
writing bad words™ if they be
ne*d, and the supply is ever
greater than the demahd. Bad
words are always with us.

T was this same inslstence upon

the dictionary of the gutter that
made the success of "The Hairy
Ape.” The upholders of Eugene
O'Neill will, of course, assert that
the play was just one other addi-
Hon to the art gallery of Mr.
O'Nelll. | I declare that the success
of the plece was ita “language.”
This shocked people. People like
to be shocked. The bedroom farce
and the play of equivocal ejtua-
tions can no longer supply tha
needed stimulus. This incentfve is
offered by the obscenity of
speech—something that is com-
paratively new to the stage of to-
day. It is the excuse for a sort of
anemic thrill. We all know that
people love to see on the stage
things that they wouid pass by~
unnoticed in real life,
#As Zangwill once observed,
people will flock to the theater to
view things in their wrong place.
They will patronize a melodrams,
written around a steam engine
because a steam engine is in the
wrong place on the stage. They
will ‘rave over a train in a pl.y,.
though In real life they wouldn't
cross the street to see a dozen of
‘em. Ap ocean steamer in a drama
will attract a lot of attention and
perchance “draw
could see an oe:: ':t.en.mfrwg:
nothing by just going down to the
Steamship piers. But they prefer
it on the stage—because 1t doesn't
belong there, 4 - ]

And s0 It Is with Eutter alang.
One can hear it everywhere—in
the subway, on the elevated, in
crowds, In slums, in side streets
and in cross streeis, and it rather

p thoroughfares every word uttered 4

| cinates,

situations, and it does not fail.

‘in a frenzy of rage is morbid.

» Jars, "Little boys lgve it, In some

e

by the street gamin is & *“cuss
word.” Who bothers about 1t?
There is no crowd to listen to thg
outbursts of vehement language.
It doesn't €&ven suggest a passing
thrill. But on the stage—where
assuredly it does not belong—It fas-
It is relled upon by as-
tute managers to supply the place
of a good story and of pungent
It
is the climax of the dramatic scene
at the close of the second act of
“Rain” at Maxine Elliott's The-
ater. .
LI Y

THE stimulus that thils sort of

thing offers to the public is
peychopathological. The satisfac-
tion of listening to a pretty girl

ng the words of the gutter

There is nothing agreeable about

it. It appeals to no fine sentiment.

It even fails to appeal to one’s

sense of drama. It is makeshift

drama. The one word “h—I" used

to be regarded as extremeiy

dangerous. A play produced years

ago in which the heroine used this

phrase was considered as eminent-

ly shocking. Today the interjec-

tion has passed into vaudeville and

musical comedy. It is no longer

used to supply thrills but to In-

duce layghter. And it always does -
induce laughter. I have listened to
dialogue in which wit passed per-
fectly unrecognized without the
ghost of a lgugh. But no sconer
did the comedian exclaim “H—II"
than the house rocked with
lnughter.

Isn't it funny? We think we
have progressed from the early
days when we used to Eay “Let's
play at saying bad words” but
we havkn't. We are precisely
where we were in that respect, We
play the game, and we play it
until we are rescued from it by
adult well-wishers. As a matter
of fact, the stage is surely not .

A

newspapers could not print. There
is really little of value to be gain-

ed by : garbage speech. It ’ia
realictic, of . course, but such
realism means so little! Should

the idea be pushed to a finish the
stage will come once more into
disrepute, Censors who are busy
deleting silly sex matters—the only
poisonous things of which they
wot—might justifiably turn their
attention to the speech in which
certain plays are couched.

1 have written so often of the
abuse of profanity that it is mot
necessary to go into that today,
but while the cepsors are at it it
might be advisable to eliminate
even that—to cut out all obnoxious

reference to the Deity and to make

the stage safe for people of fastid-
jous tendency. I quite agree that
plays sbould mot be written _I'ur
“babes and sucklings.” Why
should they‘be? But the adult mind
can acquire no particular thrill by
listening fo profligacy of speech.
Besides, If you look at it calmly,
it is so silly. “Let's play at say-
ing bad words.” It is little more
thap that. And we have grown up.
We have left behind us the days
when the “bad word"” was the ultl-
mate joy of wickedness. Why
should we return to the era of
Juvenility just to help out play-
wrights whose minds refuse to
function and who are forced to
rely upon such simplicity of work?
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MUEIC and song cannot kill a

really amusing play. They
cannot convert it into one of those
nondescript affairs called loosely
musical comedies. They are usually
busy covering up the defects of a
story, or bringing down the “high-
brow” to the requisite -low-brow
level. Music and song are the pills
that the tired drama is asked to
take when it is & bit run down and

" \
b justified in using language that the 4 exhausted. Fank Craven's de

lightful play, “To6é Many Cookd,”
that ran some years ago and
achieved considernble success here
—though it was not equally feliel-
tous when essayed abroad—was
regarded as n@nut done for, when
lo! it was decided to dose it up with
“music,” drug it with song and ply
it with bypodermic injection of girl.

This treatment might have
ruined it, as it has ruined many
a good play. If “Too Many Cooks™
hadn’t been essentially strong and
healthy It could never have sur-
vived this drasfic " manipulation.
But it has survived it! It may npw
be scen at the Playhouse under the
title of “Up She Goes,” filled with
music and song and girls. The
buflders of the little house in the
play =ll sing. The hero, whose
house it is, sings and dances. The
heroine who, in the &lglr-l was
80 cutely ingenious, —bw figures as
a dancer who arouses our enthu-
siam by her dancing.

At first I was inclined to resent
all this. It seemed so ruthleas and

being “restored” to a semblance of
life for the people who clamor for
musical comedy? This is what I
asked mysell. The answer, of
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- Biographies
No. 2—Wanda Hawley.

ANDA HAWLEW was bors
in Scranten, Pa.. July 30,
1897. At seventeen Miss Hawley
entered Washington State Univer-
sity and took the arts course.
After leaving the university she
" went to New
v York to ptudy
voice culture,
but a chronic
irritation of
her throat for-
bid her singing
any longer.
Thenshe
turned to the
Ehe made
her screem

William 8. Hart, Charies Ray, Pry-

‘ant Washburn and Wallace Reid

of Anstol.”
Wanda Hawley is happily mar
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